THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

America with Pitt, Fox and Burke telling us not to? How
could we, throughout the nineteenth century, pretend to
ourselves that Charles II was a monster because he had
mistresses (to whom, as to everybody else, he was kind),
and regard it as an article of faith that none of his
successors indulged themselves, and less openly and
elegantly, in the same way? How could we have been
conquered (it almost induces one to think that Marx's
materialistic philosophy of History may be true) by the
laissez-faire theory of economics, which suited the
manufacturing middle classes, was reconciled to the
crawling of women on all-fours in coal-mines and the
sale of small children from the southern workhouses to
cotton factories in the north, covered the country with
slums and derelict factories and justified all the pre-
dictions of Disraeli? How could we have supposed that a
League of Nations based on the doctrine of "One Nation
One Vote" would work in a world so variegated in
regard to race, climate, development and power, and
with nations all of different sizes? Theory, theory: what
crimes are committed in thy name! "That damned
Rousseau!" I exclaimed to myself; and then I reminded
myself that there had been a great deal of harm done in
the world long before the Geneva watchmaker's son ever
began writing operas about shepherdesses, fabricating
fantastic origins for the State, pulling down pillars, or
getting maidservants punished for thefts which he
himself had committed. "The swine!'5 I thought; and
then the demon mocked: "What about casting the first
stone?" . . .
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